12              A SONG  OF ITALY.
In witness of lier mighty motherhood
Who bore thee and found thee good, Her fairest-born of children, on whose head
Her green and white and red Are hope and light and life, inviolate
Of any latter fate. Fly, O our flag, through deep Italian air,
Above the flags that were, The dusty shreds of shameful battle-flags
Trampled and rent in rags, As withering woods in autumn's bitterest breath   .
Yellow, and black as death; Black as crushed worms that sicken in the sense,
And yellow as pestilence. Fly, green as summer and red as dawn and white
As the live heart of light, The blind bright womb of colour unborn, that brings
Forth all fair forms of things, As freedom all fair forms of nations dyed
In divers-coloured pride. Fly fleet as wind on every wind that blows
Between her seas and snows, From Alpine white, from Tuscan green, and where
Vesuvius reddens air. Fly! and let all men see it, and all kings wail,
And priests wax faint and pale, And the cold hordes that moan in misty places
And the funereal races And the sick serfs of lands that wait and wane
See thee and hate thee in vain.